Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



Illllllll 

600060361 N 



r 



GARLANDS 



LIFE'S WAYSIDE. 

A.- 



A WANDERER. 






0hkm 


LONDON: 


^H^.ii>^ 


ALFEED W. BENKETT, 


6, BISHOPSGATE WITHOUT. 




1866. 




jlSo. 


k. 


Xtr%. 



LONDON: 
RICHARD BARRETT, PRINTER. 
MARK LANE. 



Pedication. 



Man hath two marked life-phases — wide parted — 

Divided by a precipice of thought : 

The one, fierce conflict with the outer world, 

A battle 'mid the din of Mammon's hosts, 

A Babel- war 'twixt good and evil lures, 

Where passion rears to gallop uncontrolled, 

While reason stoutly curbs the plunging rein ; 

The other — the deep calm of inner life. 

The bright warm solstice of th' expanding heart. 

The haven of high thoughts and holiest aims. 

The halcyon home of joy -enlivened peace. 

To her — blest queen of that love-haloed hearth — 
Whose angel grace, borrowed from realms of light, 



11 DEDICATION. 

Irradiating soft, illumed each charm, 

And, gladdening life with cycles of deep joys, 

Did scarce admit a wish for aught beyond ; — 

Whose inspiration filled each theme of song, 

And, tingeing thought with gleams of hallowed fire. 

Lined darkest clouds with gold- set gems of hope ; — 

Whose san-glow thawed the winter of my heart. 

And bade it flow in rills of melody ; — 

To her — now sainted spirit — I embalm these lays — 

These freshet-flows from inmost depths I consecrate. 
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PART I. 



HEART ECHOES. 



HOW DEEP THE PANG I 

How deep the pang that chills the heart 
And dims the light on Beauty's brow, 

When friend from friend doth sorrowing part, 
When those who loved must love not now. 



'Tis thus the tide of life rolls on, 
And we must hasten onward too, 

And leave the oases anon 

Where pleasures evanescent flew. 

Farewell ! perchance in day's decline 
We'll meet in sweet seclusion's bower. 

Where treasures won from memory's shrine 
Shall lull the soul with soothing power ! 



HOW DEEP THE PANG ! 

It may be with the world estranged, 
And eyes around us wintry cold, — 

It may be with our hearts unchanged,- 
It may be with our loves of old. 



It may be with our love- song done, 

Hushed where the dark, sad cypress waves. 

Reft of blest friendships one by one. 
And earth a mlderness of graves I 



Ah I then, life's fevered struggle o'er, — 
With honours crowned, with toils at end,- 

Our hearts will pulsate as of yore. 

And commune sweet as friend with friend. 



Farewell I fate summons to the strife, 
To follow where our fathers trod ; 

Then pass we through the crowd of life, 
With one eye steadfast upon God ! 



MAN AND WOMAN. 

Man is tenant on a sphere 

That floats amid immensity ; 
A creature poised 'twixt hope and fear, 

To breathe, to toil, and then to die. 

Woman mirrors joys above, 

A ministering angel given, 
To sweeten care, to whisper love, 

And smooth life's rugged path to Heaven ! 



WHAT, PAET FOE EYEE! 

What, part for ever you and I ? 

Is such thy sentence, such my doom ? 
Must all my hopes now buried lie 

With sorrow's requiem o'er their tomb ? 
Ah 1 when the mandate stem was given, 

I felt as life were life no more ; 
I wept, and prayed that gracious Heaven' 

Would stay me till the pang was o'er ! 

' Tis past — 'tis past — yet never can 

Thy form be rased from Memory's page ; 
'Twill follow me through life's brief span, — 

'Twill haunt me on from youth to age. 
And oft, methinks, kind whispers say, 

** Go, — bless the lanfrthat gave her birth, — 
Go, — bless the joys now swept away, — 

Go, — sow her influence through the earth ! " 



KENSINGTON GAEDENS; 

OE, 

THE HE A LIT' S MISGIYINGS. 

Once more 'mid these suburban bowers I rove ; 
My heart exults as wont in days bygone, 
When all was bright and joyous, with no cloud 
Upon the summer's sky of love's glad noon. 
The joys of those young days revive again. 
Though dimmed by mists in memory's distant view. 
Those thoughts all burning for expression's power — 
Those eyes whose glance was gladness to my soul — 
Those smiles whose warm approval was my life — 
Those tears, those hidden tears, which sapped the 

growth 
Of our too embryo love — all, all appear 
Eeflected in the sombre of the past. 
And rise to brighten true love's tale once more. 



8 KEN81NGT0N GARDENS ; OR, 

Ours was a harmony of soul with soul ; 

A unison as earth but seldom finds. 

Just as the woodbine twining round the stem 

Enriches its rough bark with fragrant bloom, 

So twined the echoes of her heart round mine ; 

And as the stem, stripped of its smiling flower, 

Stands bare and lifeless 'mid hybemal gloom. 

So bared I stand, my heart's effulgence gone. 

We parted — she to homes on distant shore, 

And I to stem life's torrent roar alone ; 

While tear- dimmed glances pledged our silent troth ! 

Full many a year has cycled round since then. 
And dreamland's joys have vanished one by one ; 
And the warm glow of youth has sobered down 
To manhood's firmer worth — my heart has grown 
Tough to the cold world's stern asperities, 
And times are changed — and fortune has bestowed 
Her kindliest gifts — and those who once did frown 
Now smile in sweetness — eyes around me shine 



THE heart's misgivings. 



Of dazzling radiance, and forms pass by 
Of loveliest mould; but yet my heart's unchanged — 
Ah ! yet the old love charms my heart the same. 
And, oh, long-loved one, art thou faithful too ! 

Methinks that look which welled from inner 
depths — 
That last look full of dreamy eloquence — 
Betrayed a truth more potent than sealed vows. 
And bids presumption dare to hope her mine. 



There was a time when these now dreary walks 
Glowed forth with life, when, pacing side by side, 
With a congenial spirit, the glad hours 
As moments fleeted ; music's thrilling strain 
Was dull in its appeal — the world's gay throng 
Passed by like forms in Banquo's spectre glass. 
To me there was but one absorbing joy. 
One happy echo to my inner soul, 
Attracting all my world into herself. 



10 KENSINGTON GARDENS ; OR, 

Till then life had to me no charms ; it seemed 

Replete with purpose, yet withal had none. 

It seemed a void of hollow vanities — 

A desert waste, where hearts niay droop and die. 

But now a film is lifted from my sight 

And those fond dreams of sweet companionship 

And faithful confidence of a true friend 

Alike to sympathize in joy or woe, 

Hope pictures in a bright yet distant view, 

The while my doubting heart dares not indulge 

The blessed thought that she will be that friend. 

She who first raised the curtain which concealed 

The happier prospects of this world, and shewed 

beyond 
Youth's dismal gloom a haven of repose. 
Where bliss and peace in dim perspective shone, 
Ah, will not she receive my plighted troth ! 
Alas ! fate brands the verdict 'gainst ray wish, 
And hope, though self- sustained, itself foregoes. 
Often my heart's misgivings will swell out 



THE heart's misgivings. 11 

In visioned thoughts, ** For thee she ne'er was 

given, 
Bat thrown in mercy o'er thy sorrowing path, 
To ease the burden of thy wounded heart. 
And reinspire thee to pursue thy course 
To the bright goal of honourable fame I 
Then seek not to foreknow thy future lot, 
Be patient and content, the end shall be, 
As Wisdom dictates, and as Mercy guides." 



12 



WHAT IS LOYE? 

Ask what is Love ? Yon pair who strayed 

Awhile ad own the dewy glade 

While joys were breathed and vows were made 

Haste, ask them what is love ? 
** To gather dew at dawn, they'll say, 
To woo sweet flowers at close of day, 
While moonbeams gild our woodland way, 

And stars smile from above." 

Or ask where falls the golden shower 
On buoyant youth's exultant hour. 
While bridal wreaths proclaim its power 

'Midst joyous revelry. 
Or bid yon aged pair confess 
Their life-long dream of happiness 
How time united hearts will bless — 

Endear earth's dearest tie. 



WHAT 18 LOVE? 13 

Ask yon fair fonn in saddest thought 

What dreams her spring-tide fancy wrought ; 

How time has scattered all to nought 

Love's vanity to prove. 
Or ask the widow weeping by 
Her coffined cup of misery, 
Casting anon, with tearful eye, 

A pensive glance above. 

Go ask the youth whose orphaned years 
Present a gloomy void of tears, 
Darkened with ceaseless, hopeless fears — 

Bid him love's truth pourtray. 
Or ask — yet stay, no more we'll ask ; 
Forsooth 'twould be an endless task 
To question nature to unmask 

What words can ne'er convey. 

There are who say that Love's a name, 
The furnace of youth's glowing flame. 



l! 



;« 



;l 



i WHAT IS LOVE? 

A fault our wiser moments blame, 

A snare for folly given. 
Or e'en some call it a deep wound,— 
A joy as quickly lost as found, — 

ft 

A sunbeam on life's sombre ground, 
A beacon -star to Heaven ! 
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TRUE LOVE'S DREAM. 

I TUNED my lyre, — she heard my votive lay, 
As poured it forth the essence of my soul, — 

Now touching soft, and now in cadence gay, — 
Now thrilling deep in tones of plaintive dole. 

She listened as the songster queen of Ind 
Lists to the warble of her wooing mate ; 

** 'T was sweet," she said, " 't was sweet, and more, — 
'twas kind " — 
Ah, how my heart grew joyously elate ! 

And whea my muse swelled out the tide of song. 
And for her sake drew forth its highest strains. 

One tender look would bid each note prolong. 

One heart- bom smile would purcViase a^ixcL^ ^^^cs^s.. 



16 TRUE love's dream. 

Anon, niethought, a cloud would gently steal 
O'er the bright sunshine of her joyous heart,! 

And oft a look of sadness would reveal 
A silent tale no language could impart. 



I questioned not her love — for sweet reply 

Was symbolled in each glance. and kindly tone; 

Each seemed prophetic of my destiny, 

Yet e'en I dared not think her as my own. 



We parted, — she to bowers of peaceful bliss, 
And I sped on my course to honour's goal, 

Before me gulphed the future's dark abyss, 

While o'er my path life's storms at times would 
roll. 



There was another — he was fortune's son. 

Endowed with wealth and all that wealth could 
give ; 



TRUE love's dream. 17 

They met,— despair soon whispered she was won, 
Hope fell, joy drooped, and love no more could 
live. 



Years passed, — a change came o'er life's fitful scene, 
And laboured time received its hard- won prize ; 

And, as I roved where joys long since had been. 
Once more I met the love-light of her eyes. 



And she was true as when at first we met ; 

Her heart unchanged had proved the strength of 
will, 
Though oft had swept the blasts of stem regret, 

Her soul breathed forth Heaven aspirations still. 



In friendly confidence I told the tale 

Of strifes and victories over world and woe, 

And said how flattery's tongue did oft assail 
To lore my ieart's fond pantmgs to iot^^o. 



18 TRUE love's due am. 

And there was one, I said, whose lofk^r mind 
Had won my heart in manhood's earlier day, 

And words then spoken had e'er lain enshrined 
In memory's soul to cheer my patient way. 



I pictured how hope liyed on fond rely 
That future days would happier scenes confer ; 

How prayers in mercy would ascend on high, 
How fancy blended all my joys with her. 



And oh ! how god-like is that noble soul 
That, bowing low to Heaven's directing power, 

Returns in joy to woo the sweet control 
Of her who gave her heart in sorrow's hour. 



And she then spake of flattery's hollow voice, 
Of cherished thoughts bedewed with memory's tears, 

And emblemed forth the power of true love's choice, 
With its Jong train of panting hopes and fears. 



TRUE LOYB*S DBBAM. 19 

She told me how she foiled yain flattery's guiles 
By cold reserve which froze its mockery ; 

How oft she mused o'er other days and smiles, 
Till moved to tears, and those tears were for me ! 



I kissed her ! oh, 'twas worth long years of toil, 
The moment's ecstacy that thrilled me then. 

Oh, happy Canaan ! 'mid the world's turmoil. 
For all who value life and mete it out like men. 



c.^ 
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'TIS SAD TO SAY FAREWELL. 

'Tis sad to say farewell to those 

We loye, yet not know why we love, 

To bring young pleasure to a close 
And bid the heart alone to rove. 



Yet so we part, to meet and part 
At fate's relentless, stem behest ; 

Till, sighing to relieve the heart, 
We lull our cares to fancied rest. 



Life is no rest, when day hath set ; 

We call that rest where rest is none ; 
For the repose remaineth yet 
When the great work oi lAi^ Va ^owa. 
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But part we now — ^may peace be thine, 
AVTiile pleasure gilds thy calmer hours ; 

May all earth's blessings on thee shine, 

While summer strews thy path with flowers. 



Oh ! fortune, waft thee to yon isle, 
While ocean's storms suppress annoy. 

Where welcomed with home's lovely smile, 
Thy heart shall recreate in joy. 



And should God grant bright days to come 
When the stem brunt of life is past. 

When our young hopes have reached their home, 
The haven of their dreams at last — 



While earth presents a fairer scene. 
And life expands a happier day, 

And musing o'er what once has been 
We fan the flame of pleaswie^s t«^- 



22 'tis sad to say farewell* 

Perchance, we'll say this parting hour 
Suppressed commingling sighs and tears ; 

Perchance, we'll emblem true-loye's power, 
With its dark roll of doubts and fears. 



Perchance, we'll then express the vow 
Hushed in our bosom's inmost keep, 

And breathe the thoughts we dare not now, 
And shed the tears we dare not weep. 



Perchance, where'er our steps incline. 
While hopes in whispering music swell. 

Will memory throne within its shrine 
The echo of this sad farewell. 
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GO AND FOKGET THEE 7 

What ? go and forget thee ? Oh 1 never 
Can love's earliest dream be forgot ; 

Fond memory will linger for ever 
On life's greenest, sunniest spot. 



Forget the soft dewy still hoars 
We paused by the rivulet's side, 

Or roved in the valley of flowers. 

Or scanned o'er the calm ebbing tide ? 



Forget the dear woods where we strayed, love, 
The groves of our youthful love ; 

Forget the deep calm that upstayed, love, 
My spirit in breathings a\)0^e1 



( 
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24 GO AND FORGET THEE ? 

Ah, no ! for oft memory will waken 
The joys which in youth dazzling shone ; 

And, though hope*s last support thou hast taken, 
Ambition cries, ** Onward, strike on ! " 



Then dash, dash away each fond token, 
Each germ of affection's regret ; 

And though thy last pledge thou hast broken, 
Thou never canst bid me forget. 



I ' 
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BACK TO THE OLD HOME! 

In distant climes I've wandered many a day ; 

With wealth and honours crowned I homeward 
turn, 
To the old manse I wend my pensiye way, 

And feel old joys within me freshly burn ! 

Alas ! I hear not voices which I know. 

The grave holds all I once more longed to see — 

My old haunts seem my presence to forego — 
My old friends lie beneath the weeping tree. 

I turn away from those who know me not. 
Who coldly jeer at my white furrowed brow. 

I find that e'en my name is quite forgot, 
My onlj iriends are the deai toTofealotife^ tlqtw \ 



26 BACK TO THE OLD HOME I 

The dark c^^urchyard remembers me alone ; 

I kneel down by a fond-loved mother's grave — 
Weep o'er long- cherished dreams all ruined — flown— 

And read the verdict on all life can crave. 



** Vanity ! " is graven on the slab time-browned, 
** Vanity ! '* re-echoes from the mounded grass, 

** Vanity ! " repeat the crowded tombs around, 
** Life without hope is vanity, alas ! " 

And where that hope, and whither doth it tend ? 

Such the great question all must learn reply. 
Beneath some stone my life, too, soon will end ; 

Then, what of earth, when earth hath passed me 
by? 



I 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Gome, say what are friends — are they smoothers of 

strife, 
Or jets of affection illamining life ; 
Or, like spray on the wave in mom's glistening 

beams, 
Are the friends of onr wishes illusions and dreams / 



There are friends who will gladden in sunshine of joy. 
And play with the heart as a child with a toy : 
But when the storm -thunder of sorrow comes down, 
Like meaningless meteors, they flash and are gone ! 
There are friends who will flatter us but to deceive. 
And friends who will use us and then take their leave ; 
There are friends who are friends for the passing day. 
Whose hearts ne'er go with us m'Mtf s OTc««c^^wi\ 
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And others who — votaries of fashion's gay wiles — 
Will try to cajole us with vanity's smiles, 
Who look but on life as a cycle of joy, 
And deem not that time will their visions destroy. 

But oh I there are friends to the bosom most dear, 
Whose natures are such that our souls can revere — 
Whose presence is prized by the sorrow to part, 
Whose absence inspires purer life in the heart, 
Who shine in that penitent grandeur of soul, 
EncircUng the earth in its Christian control, — 
Whose thoughts, blooming heavenward, evince in 

each deed 
That Death is their watchword, with God for their 

creed ; 
Who stand from the world as if living to die. 
And calmly look on as its follies pass by ; — 
Oh ! these are the hearts who through joy or through 

m, 

Will minister solace and cling round us still ; 
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These, these, we can loye, and when they have past, 
Their virtues secure them true friends to the last ; 
For they ever shine on as when early they shone, 
Like dew-drops reflecting mom's glorious sun ! 
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A SOUVENIR. 

There is a holy joy in love, . 

When Christian faith divinely given 
Supports the soul on hopes above, 

And forms of earth an embryo heaven. 

There is a language in the eye 

Stronger than words can e'er convey ; 

Strong when the joyous heart beats high, 
Or fate's stem voice calls far away. 



There is a hallowed sweetness blent 
With cherished memories of the past ; 

When all affection's ties are rent. 
We clasp them faithM to the last. 



A SOUVENIR. 31 

There is a cadence in the shell 

When breathing of the distant sea ; 

Soft as its notes this page may tell, 
So mutely eloquent of me ! 
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THE LAY OF THE LONELY ONE. 

Two loTed ones dwelt in an Eastern clime, 

Their life was a round of joy ; 
Love was the food of their souls sublime, 

Love was their hearts' employ. 

Peace o'er their minds held blissful sway, 

Earth seemed a smiling scene. 
While Hope, with her soft eye's witching ray, 

Lit upward to Heaven unseen. 

'Twas thus they lived and loving grew. 

Heart echoing into heart ; 
Love was the worst of life's ills they knew — 

'Twere death for them to part. 



THE LAY OF THE LONELY ONE. 33 

Sudden the eye of joy waxed pale ; 

And sickness in its train 
Brought dire disease, and its long tale 

Of wasting, harrowing pain. 



Fate gave the word ; at its command. 
Their lot was rent in twain ; 

Joy stood aghast while mercy's hand 
Soothed the sad lovers' pain. 



One sped to homes in a Western clime, 
To ** ten thousand welcomes " there ; 

The other was left to toil out time 
In sorrow— if not despair. 



Ah ! the dark shadows that overcome 
The lot of the lonely one ; 

What to him is his tenantless home. 
His love — his life — all gone \ 



T> 
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The lonely one mused o'er his sad fate- 
Life was a blank to him now ! 

No smiles his spirit to elate, 
No hand to smooth his brow. 



No joy with his now intertwined, 

Dark was his path with grief ; 
'Twas thus he mused till his careworn mind 

In utterance found relief. 



He said, as he heayed a woe-born sigh, 
** My loved one, is she gone ? 

Am I to dwell in misery, 
Lorn, loveless, and alone ? " 



** Alone ! what anguish in a word, 
What agony in thought, 

All harrowing tales by pity heard, 
To ]oneliness arc nought. 



THE LAT OF THE LONELY ONE. 35 

** We held each other's hearts and grew 

Each in the other's love, 
Yet midst our happiness we knew 

To live yet look above. 



** We lived and loved, and as life sped 
Care seemed almost unknown : 

My heart to hers was wholly wed, 
And hers was all my own. 



" All, save the portion that was given 

To loved ones far away ; 
All, save the portion kept for heaven, 

For Christ's most glorious day. 



^* 'Twas thus life sped — 'twas thus, alas ! 

Till fate unfurled the sail ; 
'Tis thus from happiness we pass 

To sudden sorrow's tale. 



\> 
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** Onward slie sped to homes of love, 
Yet left her love behind ; 

The cloudless sky smiled from above 
As blew the freshening wind. 



** Hers was a song of joy and grief, — 
Mine was but grief alone ; 

E'en now my heart finds sad relief 
My sorrow to bemoan. 



** God bless you, treasure of my heart ! 

God speed you o'er the main ; 
And, though 'tis bitter now to part, 

God grant we meet again ! 



** And what though fate belies our dreams 

Of happiness and home. 
We'll still live on in hopeful gleams . 

Of promiseB to come. 



THE LAY OP THE LONELY ONE. 3T 

** We'll not repine whate'er betide ; 

Though severed and alone, . 
Be this our prayer at eventide — 

' O God, thy will be done !' '' 
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PARTED. 

The heart sole knoweth its own bitterness, 
And strangers cannot intermeddle there ; 

« 

The world vibrateth 'twixt joy and distress, 

And Faith clings on though Hope sways to despair. 



Two hearts, when once in nnison they blend, 
Glide on in a mellifluous flood of joy ; 

Rend them, and lo ! their sullen course they wend. 
With grief re-echoing grief in endless cloy. 



How can cleft hearts peal out in strains of mirth ; 

How can spring bloom on peaks of endless snow ? 
When life is stripped of all that life is worth, . 
In rain we bid its thril^ng psean^ floyr. 



PARTED. 39 

Joy seeks the sunshine of earth's dazzling scene — 
Grief courts the shadow of the hermit's cell — 

Joy rings with laughter on the village green — 
(xrief broods in silent thought the lonesome dell. 



Sad fares that love who wanders forth alone 

Antagonistic to divine behest, 
Hard driven by fate whose barren lot is thrown 

'Mid thankless scenes of clamour and unrest. 



Yet a sweet comfort springs from out this gloom — 
A blessing from these inner depths of woe, 

Though dark the path with earth a living tomb, 
'Twere sin to wish our sorrow to forego. 



A voice speaks softly — " Hearts must sore be tried 
To school them in the power of faith and love ; 

With hope to lure and truth as constant guide, 
In tears man reaps his harvest. \iO\si'fe ^J^o^^V 



42 THE WIDOWED HEART. 

And clings rejoicingly to hope's pure ray 
Shining far off in deep abysmal blue ! 

List to my sad refrain and thou shalt learn 
The tenderest pangs of grief, the while I grow 
Refreshed by the sweet sorrow of my song. 

I wooed and wed a kindred bom of clay — 
Our thoughts, our hearts, our souls, were one 

response. 
She, in her beauty, like a flower was plucked. 
And my life dreams that instant perished too ! 
Behold this ring, it was the golden link 
That chained my heart to hers years gone, and now 
It weds my soul with hers eternally. 
The union made in flesh is spirit sealed 
In mystic bonds, which death will reunite. 
She was half seraph in each thought and deed ; 
Her angel form mirrored her angel mind ; 
She was my idol — my heart worshipped her, 
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Hence she was shattered as man^s idols are, 
And love — the vanity of love — was o'er. 
Shattered — ^to teach that worship though man must, 
There is but ONtl who jealously claims all. 

But she has gone, bequeathing unto me 

The blessed influence of a saintly life. 

To be my spirit-guide through this dark world ; 

To spur me to press on in that true path 

Which leads through sin to immortality, 

Relying on the strength of God alone. 

Ah ! vivid comes the scene of that sad hour 

When death's dark shadow passed across the bed. 

And the soul's depths unto the surface rose, 

She said, in tones of pious , searching truth, 

" On Christ, on Christ alone, build all your trust ; 

Love God in Christ and thou stand'st on a rock. 

Have faith in Jesus' sanctifying power ; 

Believe and fear not ; happy then are they 

•Who, when life's light is glimmeim^ oiiNiJcL'^i^^sj^'^^ 
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Feel, in deep penitent humility 

Their Saviour's arms outstretched to bear them in, 

With tender, merciful, forgiving joy, 

Unto their loving Father's welcome home." 

She then outstretched her hand, and clasping mine, 
While eyes met eyes o'erbrimmed with tears, she 

said : — 
* * And thou, my love — my life's love — fix thy heart 
On Him who gave it Thee, — tis His alone. 
What though our dream of happiness was short ; 
'Tis well — God's ways and thoughts are not as ours, 
For we must bend our pride to His behest. 
And oh ! 'twas hard to root from out my heart 
My love to thee and thy deep love to me — 
'Twas hard to break the one tie holding me to earth. 
I loved thee with a woman's clinging love ; 
And now, when time is nothing more to me, 
I am, most at the end, your loving wife. 
Bat now I can commit thee to His care, 
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'Tis all that I have left for me to do. 
A few brief years and we shall meet in Christ. 
Yet let not sorrow crush thee — God has said 
Thou shalt have strength beyond what thou art 

tried. 
O'erstep the narrow bounds of transient time, 
Then what of life and of this drowning grief 
But mom's vague memory of some troublous dream ! 
Amid our nights of suffering gleams the hope 
'Twill soon pass over — sorrow soon will cease ; 
Patient and wise endure then to the end, 
For * they that sow in tears shall reap in joy.' 
And, love, I have one thought which I would wish 
Thine heart to cherish : down our native vale, 
Where summer slopes wave golden to the lea, 
Hard by the ruined tower — thou knowest the spot 
Where we re-pledged our bridal- blossomed vows, 
The sacred urn which shrines an orphan's tears. 
Where, too, our first-born sleeps — sweet sprite who 

bore 
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The blush of our first altar-kiss to Heaven — 
To tell those sainted spirits we were Love's, 
That their fond dream was our reality. 
Beneath that lichened slab of buried joys 
When I am gone let this poor frame be laid, 
And nearer, dearest, nearer, clasp this thought — 
This death-note from the portal of the tomb- 
When thou — when thy full strength has withering 

flown — 
Thy spirit burst its mortal chrysalis — 
'Neath that same stone may thy cold clay-shroud lie. 
So, as in life, our hearts may blend in dust I 
One other thought — oh ! 'twould have given me 

pain! " 
Her voice here faltered and she wept awhile, 
Then, gathering up her strength, she gasp'd out low — 
*' Oh, 'twould have pained me, love, in these last 

hours 
Had I a doubt we would not meet again ; 
Oh ! 'twould have pained me had I passed away 
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Uncertain that thy soul would follow mine." 

And as she spake she gently raised her hand, 

And pressed the wedding ring against my lips, 

As if to seal me for eternity. 

And then she said in gasps scarce audible, 

** Love Jesns, darling, and we'll meet in Heaven — 

I cannot speak — ^but I'm firm on the Kock." 

And then there came a transitory glow 

On her sweet smiling face, and the dim chamber 

shone 
With a strange lustre, and a sound was heard 
Of distant anthems, with a solemn rash 
As if descending angels gathered round. 
Amid rejoicing choral symphonies, 
To waft her soul to its eternal Home. 



Blest whispers from the vestibule of heaven ! 
Far echoes dropped as 'twere from oiBf the verge 
Of everlasting day — to fix the heart 
And win another soul up to its God\ 
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Deep grasp of human love in death's last throes, 
Fast strengthened to the utterance of a prayer 
That joys eternal might be shared with one 
Who halved life's sorrows, that the web of hearts 
Now severed may as spirits be rewove ! 

E'en now, methinks, that low, soft voice is here, 
Those whisperings, long hushed, still speak to me ; 
They ring like distant watch-calls on mine ear, 
They echo round me wheresoe'er I trend. 
They haunt my day -path and they hover o'er 
My midnight dreams in angel visions clad ; 
Morn, noon, and eve, methinks their mellow sounds 
Float in soft cadence down our native vale 
Inspiring holiest thoughts until my heart. 
Swelling with aspirations high, overflows 
With love to Him who made and Him who died 
For me — for all — unto Eternity ! 



PART II. 

STRAY FLOWERS. 



Y. 
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THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH. 



To Richard Attwood Glass, Esq. 



" If natural science ever fomislied a theme for a poet it 
will be fonnd in this achievement." — " Ti/mes" July 30th, 
iS66, 



I. 

All hail I unto the dauntless hearts, champions of 

toil, all hail ! 
Whose courage naught could waver — e'en defeat 

could never quail ; 
Who, stubborn in your lion will, have linked two 

worlds in one, 
And foremost in the ranks of fame immortal triumphs ] 

won. 
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II. 

Five times your giant skill was foiled — five times 

your prowess failed. 
Back to the strife your proven strength with vigour 

bold assailed ; 
For e'en reverse was but a spark to fire your souls 

anew, 
Your country's honour to maintain, her glory crown 

in you. 



III. 

Though fortune scowled, while hope's faint ray was 
all but lost in gloom. 

Laborious patience battled on, nor feared the threat- 
ening doom. 

Though sober caution laughed with scorn the maniac 
enterprize, 

Firm in resolve, heroic faith her valiant zeal applies. 
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IV. 

Through nine long years the straggle pressed, by 

adverse fate unstayed, 
Through good and evil, on it strove, undaunted, 

undismayed ; 
And when dark storms seemed gathering, ill-omened 

blasts grew high. 
One fearless voice, with thrilling charm dispelled 

ihe lowering sky. 



V. 

Once more th' eventful hour draws near; the freighted 

fleet behold ! 
Down where the waters dark divide the new world 

from the old. 
True to the promptings of great hearts, now swells 

a prayer on high 
God's mercy to implore — to blesa tke liaz^axd dft^Awa.^ . 
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VI. 

Watchful, and true, and steadfast all — ^the care- 
fraught fleet speed on, 

Firm, self-reliant, strong in trust the goal would 
soon be won ; 

For all that wealth and science and foresight could 
prepare. 

All human thought and skill devise, is richly lavished 
there. 

VII. 

Onward the squadron flew, like Colon's* venturous 

barques of yore ; 
With tongue of light they constant speak from deep 

to distant shore. 
Mom after mom, with eager watch, grave eyes their 

track pursue. 
Till lo ! — gleam answers gleam ! — Huzza ! — the old 

world weds the new ! 



* The Spanisli name ioT CoboLmbxaA. 



THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH. 55 

VIII. 

Huzza ! the victory is won ! the wearying strife is 
past ; 

The strain and toil of heads and hands have van- 
quished fate at last ! 

Where now are all the sceptic's vague presaging 
fears ? — and where 

The taunts which incredulity threw out to feed 
despair ? 



IX. 

See here no common mastery, no vaunt of idle hour, 

No massive gi'andeur fills the mind with vast im- 
posing power ; 

No ghostly arch spans o'er some chasm, mocking 
the raging storm. 

Taunting the blast, no towering dome rears its 
colossal form. 
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X. 

But all unseen the wonder works in awful mystery, 
A slender rope lies motionless in the deep fathomed 

sea, 
The gentlest touch, and, wizard-like, two thousand 

miles away 
In quick response waves to and fro the pregnant 

glimmering ray. 



XI. 

Waves to and fro the quivering gleam, with lyeightiest 

issues fraught, 
Pulsating converse *twixt two worlds in wondrous 

stillness wrought. 
Type of deep Nature's latent powers working dark, 

silently — 
Symbol of mysteries unrevealed of wonders yet 

to be I 
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XII. 

Stand forth triumphant, noble hearts, and thou, 

first, Prince of fame ! 
A grateful nation with one voice bows homage to 

your name, — 
To you whose philosophic faith firm strove to 

victory's goal, 
Whose prescience nerved the stalwart arm, cheered 

on each valiant soul ! 



XIII. 

Unfurl the banners broad and gay, wake the loud 

clarion shrill ; 
Shout the glad shout o'er foam-lashed chfife, shout 

it o'er dale and hill ; 
Summon the vassal, knight, and peer — come lords 

and ladies gay. 
The wildest dream of yestermom is the victor's 

prize to-day 1 
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XIV. 

Bring out the priceless civic crown — ^rich robes of 

honour bring; 
To-day in highest festive state we'U crown great 

Science king ; 
And many a coronet we'll tyrine of laurel and of 

bay, 
For Albion's peers of toil shall wear the conqueror's 

wreath to-day. 



XV. 

The conqueror's glorious wreath of peace shall deck 

each manly brow, 
And kindred tongues shall swell aloud responsive 

greetings now, 
As generous nations from afar echo the thrilling cry, 
Eesound with paeans glad the while " God speed? 

the victory I " 
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THE YOUNG PHILOSOPHER. 

Oh, Science, were it thine the power, 

Or thine divine Philosophy, 
To wing man's spirit for an hour 

'Mid regions of infinity. 

I'd onward honnd from sun to sun, 
From world to billowy world of light. 

And, when Heaven's terraces were won, 
I'd banquet on the glorious sight. 

Or on the verge of Infinite 

I'd lean awhile to sate mine eye. 

To pierce through films of dawning light. 
Or watch the roll of worlds s^^c^ Vs^ . 
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Oh ! I would scorn earth's vulgar jars, 
And, angel-pinioned, skyward roam 

Through Heaven's grand vestibule of stars. 
And make Infinitude my home I 



And I would ransack Nature's stores 
Till skilled in universal lore ; 

Reveal to man Creation's laws, 
And show how other worlds adore ! 



And I would search the Book of Truth, 
And learn the mysteries of each star ; 

Then onward in the glow of youth 
I'd drive wild Reason's furious car ! 



Alas I when fancy wings away 
From orb to orb of starry worth, 

The fetters of this prison clay 
Drag staggering Reason back to earth. 
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And then man, trembling, shuddering flies 

From the abysmal Infinite, 
While his heart aching, heaving, sighs 

At God^s insufferable might ! 
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GYAH— BENGAL. 

Fanned by the dewy breath of moonlight eve, 

I traced the outlines of the rugged peaks 

That frown on thee, fair Gyah, and I gazed 

Adown thy avenues and shaded groves ; 

And as I gazed I felt an inward thrill. 

As if the spirit of true poesy, 

Which long had drooped beneath the glaring sun 

Of India's panting clime — once more breathed life. 

Methought myself again amid sweet scenes 

Of homelier hue — the dells, the wooded glades, 

The rivulets, the flower- bespangled lawn. 

The groves, where many a tale of love 

Had soft been whispered at the silent close 

Of twilight eve, the sportive laugh of youth ; 

The glowing joys of homelier moons appeared 
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About to steal upon me like a dream — 

My heart leaped forth with gladness, while my soul 

Was drowned in ecstacy of memories. 

Anon thy hills broke on my view — ^methought 

I read the history of earlier days, 

Graven upon their rock- crowned peaks, of days 

When ruddy youth did blithely sport along 

The heather highlands of my boyhood's home. 

Thus did I muse, and thus may others muse. 

Who, like me, Gyah, pass thee hurried by 

In the pale moonlight, when thou shinest forth 

In loveliest beauty clad — such may not be 

The thoughts of those who see thee in the blaze 

Of Indian summer's furnace glow, and yet 

Perchance within thy precincts there may be 

Hearts that are rent for loved ones far away — 

Hearts that have felt the sweet yet fatal touch 

Of young love's wand, and sad hearts that have 

known 
What 'twas to love and see that love decay — 
Hearts J too, there may be ^lio eatt.^o^^^^^ 



64 GTAH BENGAL. 

Of love, sweet, sacred, faithful through all time. 
But, fare thee well, fair Gyah ! never more 
May I behold thy hills and shady groves ; 
Thy temples veiled in superstition's gloom ; 
Thy legend shrines to mythic deities ; 
Tet, while I'm wandering through this exile home. 
Thy charms shall lay entombed within my heart, 
'Mid hallowed relics of departed joys. 
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A SKETCH. 

Have ye ne'er heard of sunny isles where spring 

doth ever bloom, 
Wliere even's dewy breezes waft the spice-bound 

vale's perfume, 
Where lavish nature paints a scene of witchery to 

the eye. 
And songsters woo the odorous gale with thrilling 

melody ? 
So lovely are those islets, and so soft their ocean's 

swell. 
They seem a Paradise on earth where angels e'en 

might dwe]], 
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And there to live might life appear a halcyon dream 

of love, 
To cheer and soothe the soul awhile then waft it 

pure above ; 
And yet, though pleasure there is decked with 

nature's virgin hue, 
Though glows the scene with brilliancy, it has its 

shadows too ; 
And though those fragrant summer bowers inviting 

sweets unfold. 
And breathe a soft enchantment like the fairy 

dreams of old; 
Yet sweeter far is that dear spot where pleasure's 

smiling ray, 
By beauty's eye illumined enchants the hours 

away ; 
Where thoughts are wove in virtue's spell, and 

truth's alluring light 
Cheers on the spirit in its path to reason's loftiest 

jflight, 
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Where care is banished, and, afar from the stem 

brunt of Hfe, 
The toil-worn mind enjoys repose, is nerved for 

future strife. 
Thus— ever thus — on this side heaven, the sunniest 

spots will prove 
Where friendship's grasp is warmest, and where 

hearts are ruled by love. 



'p 



^;i 
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A SOLILOQUY. 

Lit a gay hall, with gorgeous draperies dressed, 
Where oft had echoed youth's loud sportive jest, 
Where music oft had lent its witching thrall 
To the pale face of fashion's midnight hall ; 
While sidelong glances spake of love in yain. 
And hands pressed hands they ne'er would press 

again — 
While Beauty glowed in pleasure's smiling ray, 
And hearts were won to droop in after day. 
While life's gay picture, lit hy splendour's beam, 
Passed like the airy vision of a dream, 
A thinker stood reflecting on the past — 
Of how he'd toiled, and loved, and wept his last. 
" Is this life's tale I" he said — " this burdened sigh. 
To bask in glare, to part, and tliexk. t^ die. 
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Is this the summit of youth's crowning hill^ 

When boy apes inan, and tries the strength of will ? 

Is this the mystery of being's aim ; 

Are these the hopes that lure our youthful fame 

Bat to deceive us ? Must I onward yet, 

'Twixt joy and grief, to languish in regret ? 

And is this pleasure, these cajoleries. 

Which feed our vanity by vanities ? 

Alas ! what pride-fair is each ball-room fete, 

What tinsel gilds the sheen of fashion's state ! 

For when the excitement's o'er — the show passed 

by- 
We question reason, questioning the reply, 
'Tis then we feel, when thoughts and spirits cloy. 
The feverish impress of pale midnight's joy. 
'Tis then truth asks, ** What of this dazzling show ? 
What means this vaunting, ceaseless, come and go ? 
What of this heyday fair of hearts? so bright, so 

cold, 
Where Beauty flutters roxnid ttie Witotv!^ ^^^ \5;^W 
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Where pore-bom love with shame aside is thrown, 
And matrons practise wiles they'd blush to own. 
Where heiress-hunters ply their heartless skill, 
And speculate on figures in a will ! " 
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THE LAY OF THE KETTLE-HOLDER. 

I KNEW a maiden young and fair, 
'Twas quite a pleasure to behold her ; 

She promised, with a flauntj air, 
To make for me a kettle-holder. 



So oft my fingers I had burnt 

(Though this of course I never told her), 
And oft in anguish I had learnt 

The wisdom of a kettle-holder. 



I seized her promise with a leap, 

And vowed (^'twas over the left shoulder) 

For her eternal love to keep 

Upon that precious kettle-lioldftT, 
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Days, weeks passed by, I thought them years, 
My heart was longing to behold her ; 

I called to satisfy my fears — 
She'd quite forgot my kettle-holder I 



A diamond ring I saw her sport, 
As she played with a paper-folder ; 

I asked who gave it her, and thought 
'Twas not worth half her kettle-holder. 



She smiled, she blushed, then smirkingly 
She turned and looked at me much colder. 

** It was my cousin Dick," said she — 
" IVe promised him no kettle-holder I " 



** Confound," said I, " yom* cousin Dick ; 

My loTC for you just out will smoulder, 
If you don't make me pretty quick 

That pretty little kettle-holder." 
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She answered, while her face red grew, 

The very picture of a scolder.: — 
" Now mind I do not make of you 

A cat's paw for a kettle-holder ! " 



When next we met she looked quite mum ; 

I shiyered— paused — then growing holder, 
I spoke — she answered with a " Hum I " — 

I asked her for the kettle-holder ! " 



Awhile we stood ahsurdly mute. 

Till she screamed (turning round her shoulder, 
And whirling at my head a hoot) — 

'* Begone, sir, with your kettle -holder ! " 



I vanished like a gooseherry fool i 
And felt myself just ten years older ; 

Nor thought it pleasant as a rule, 
Being jilted hy a kettle*holder. 
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MORAL, 

Young lads beware of lasses fair 

Who promisQ^witli a slimg of shoulder ; 

They'll never do to make love to, 
Still less to make a kettle-holder ! 
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SONG. 

Oh I breathe me no sigh, 

Oh I pledge not a vow ; 
The heart that is true to itself will keep true ; 

The faith you decry 

So ungenerously now 
Will love on, though forgot and forsaken too. 



Seek not in life's sunshine 

For true love's best bloom, 
For its sweetness is lost in the world's busy hum ; 

But, when lone hearts repine 

'Mid sorrowing gloom, 
It solaces^ soothes, builds on g\om^ \^ Q.Q\fiL^« 
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Oh ! Lovers hold is strong 

When hearts droop away, 
If piety hallows its peace-hreathing air ; 

^Tis the sool^s seraph song. 

It is heaven's hlessed ray 
On life's chequered path to lure us, sweet, there 1 



PAET III. 
LONGER POEMS. 
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THE ANGEL AND MAN; 

OB, 
ANNUS MIEABILIS 1851. 

I. 

On earth's sky-towering peak an angel stood, 

And summoned man from dreams of mortal night. 
He came — they swept to space and swift pursued 

Abysmal course to verge of Infinite I 
Now whirled they on through films of dawning 
Kght— 
Now rode they swift o'er depths of Btygian 
gloom — 
Now floods of glory blazed upon their sight ! 

Now shrouded round them mists of sulphurous 

fume, 
As fled they past the shades of death^s unfathomed 
tomb ! 
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II. 

** Oh ! hide me from this terrible ! " cried man ; 

And horror shriveUed up his mortal frame. 
'^ Courage ! ^' spake forth the angel, and began 

To whirl them on through worlds of glowing flame, 
Till, sweeping on from orb to orb, they came 

To one whose milder beam diffused around 
Benign resplendence — ^man knew not its name — 

Upon its glistening verge repose they found, 

And watched God's uniyerse pursue its noiseless 
round I 

III. 
They watched unnumbered systems swiftly roll 

In silent grandeur of simplicity ; 
While oft a song arose, as if the whole 

Of universe gave concert harmony ! 
" Behold I " cried angel, and a seraph cry 

In tuneful cadence echoed round, " Behold I " 
'*Mark yon yon globe in sun effulgent fly, — 
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'Tis earth, whence came we; centuries have 

rolled 
Since first its oblate form sprang forth from 

being's mould I 



IV. 



(< 



Trace out its strange configuration, — see 
Yon flowery islet near the polar north ; 

There swells a sound and song of jubilee, 
A conclave of all nations have come forth 

To show the fruit and fulness of the earth. 
Upon its shores doth peace and plenty reign, 

And matter bows to reason's sterner worth ; 
There man alone gives virtue due domain. 
There towers in grandeur high religion's holiest 
fane ! 



V. 

** A conclave of the world's industrial spoil. 
Where admiration feasts its wondering eye^ 



Qi 
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And in the fruit of centuries of toil 
Beholds the seal of man^s high destiny ! 

All, all is bright and beautiful, — a cry 
Of univocal joy and generous praise 

Re-echoes forth to immortality, 
And divers climes, and soils, and tongues upraise 
A gladdening festive shout, a song of happier 
days ! 

VI. 

'* A song that peace will wave her olive wand, 
When war is hushed and man has learned to loathe 

The glare of red sedition's fiery brand ; 
When pride of intellect' s insidious growth. 

And infidelity — penurious sloth, 

Fierce homicide — the monomaniac's zeal 

For hoarded gold — and every ill that doth 
Shame earth is purified — while nations feel. 
To join in heart and hand to serve each other's 
ireal I 
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VII. 



' Vain hope, alas ! the sage's deathless theme, 
Were bliss complete upon yon terrene ball. 

Heaven would be scouted as a madman's dream, 
And earth be blazoned forth as all in all ! 

So in the cup commingles sorrow's gall. 
To bid man sigh for other glories yet, 

While o'er life's path death throws its midnight pall, 
To tone down joy with shades of stem regret, 
Lest earth too truant grown, man should his God 
forget I 

VIII. 

** But is there cause for sorrowing or shame ? 

Does self-love point to envy to repine ? 
Banish the thought — and magnify God's name, 

Perceive o'er all ffis glorious wisdom shine. 
See the same genius, the same soul divine, 

Given unto man where'er his lot may fall. 
In every effort see the same design, 
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Though subject to each clime's congenial thrall. 
For lo ! the hand of God works good for one and 
aU! 

IX. 

* * Mark how want varies to each varying clime, 

How nations in peculiar arts excel, 
How Eeason from the genesis of time 

Has struggled on perfection's power to swell ; 
Embodying forth sage thought's mysterious spell, 

In honest cause to win an honest fame ; 
While labour's patient victories impel, 

Each kindling spirit into loud acclaim ; 

All, all combine to extol Creation's end and aim ! 



X. 

** Yet raise the veil from this resplendent joy, 
Beneath its surface creep not sounds of woe. 

When pleasure seems most free from base alloy. 
Does not stern truth reluctant answer no ! 
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Dntarnished joy has no abode below ; 
It is the food of angels and of heaven, 

It is the good man's destiny, although 

Man makes it his instinctive aim while driven, 
By anxious cares and fears, by passions wildly 
riven! 



XI, 

** See restless faction fire rebellion's train. 
See masked ambition's dupes by passion led, 

And Antichrist steal from his covert den, 
To drag his trail in famine's ghastly shed ! 

Alas ! that man should be by man misled, 
And shun fair truth for error's dismal light, 

Drink stagnant pools, when lo ! the fountain-head 
Of living waters flows in cheering light. 
Yielding to panting souls full draughts of rich 
delight. 
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XII. 

** And think you error shall retain its sway, 
That flesh shall rule antagonist to God ? 

What ! a poor worm, ephemeron of a day, 
The fragile tenure of a breathing clod, 

Presume to coin religion to its nod ! 
Dare think it wisest in its being's good. 

When the Creator, lifting but His rod 

In jealous wrath, could whirl the mundane brood 
And earth's rebellious orb, from out Infinitude ! 

XIII. 

** Turn now thy gaze where nature's wilds illume, 
Bright shores, with woods on woods in grand 
array ; 

Where verdure glows in rich luxuriant bloom, 
And golden sands their sparkling wealth display. 

See where e'en Beauty throws her brightest ray, 
Low moanings swell upon the perfumed air ; 

Hush I 'tis the wail of slavery's piercing lay. 



OR, ANNUS MIRABILIS 1851* 87 

By frenzy fired to maddenmg despair, 
As cower the menials low to slave-lord's tyrant 
stare ! 



XIV, 

* Hark ! hear you not the cannon's Bdurderous roar 
Reverberate along the southern pole, 

Where carnage steeps her locks in human gore. 
And horror shrieks her requiem of dole ! 

While men like fiends in slaughtering conflict roll. 
Mangled and weltering in the blood of men. 

And eyes flash Are at passion's flerce control, 
And angry steeds rush mad o'er reeking slain, 
As furious demon War raves bellowing o'er the 
plain I 



XV. 

** Stay, — let us leave these saddening scenes of 
earth, 
And to our solemn journey l[i«iatcvi otl^ 
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To speed to regions of more glorious worth, 
Where joys on joys in endless cycles run. 

Come, let us soar to realms beyond the sun, 
Amid the mansions of the vast to roam ; 

And, when heaven's starry terraces are won. 
Well scan the towering empyrean dome, 
And make sunbuilt infinitude our spirit's glorious 
home 1 

XVI. 

** Come, we will search out God's magnificence ; 

Divest thyself of earth's impurity. 
Fling off corruptions vile of carnal sense ; 

Put on these heavenly robes — but be 
Thy heart the same as that which, tremblingly, 

Shrunk at our outset ;" — it was done, and now 
They fled to dawnings of eternity. 

As light broke forth in sleepy films, while low 

Murmurs of rushing worlds swept by them far 
below I 
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XVII. 

Instant they reached the end of reason's sway, 
The line that marks the known from the unknown, 

They passed its verge and sped their onward way 
O'er frontiers vast where all was dark and lone. 

Sudden there burst around a glorious zone 

Of dazzling light, as if at Heaven's command ; 

Then twilights of eternity soft shone, 

« 

And, as th6 depths of infinite they scanned, 
Stars shot, suns blazed; behold! heaven's confines 
were at hand ! 

XVIII. 

*' Oh, stay ! " cried man, ** no further will I go 
'Mid sweeping systems, rolling suns at war ! 

Oh ! hide me from this persecuting woe, 
Where end but ends to point out ends afar ! 

Earth's lone and charnel tombs less dreadful are 
Than glory's empire ; let me thither fly 

With world on billowy world and star on star. 
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God*s grandeur is too fearful ! I will see 
No more. Oh, hide ! oh, hide me from immen- 
sity I " 

XIX. 

And there was heard in cadence soft and low 

Eesponsive music from the starry sphere, 
And choral anthems issued from a glow 

Of rainbow radiance shining far and near. 
But angel, deaf to man's appealing fear. 

To close their awful journey hastened on. 
And, as heaven's arching yestibules appear. 

Above, below, around, red comets roaring shone ! 

Man shuddering shrieked, and, lo ! he wept on 
earth — alone ! 
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Oft in the quiet of eventide's close, 

When nature all weary is hushed in repose, 

When the hum of the ongoing world is at rest. 

Will thoughts of a future, a home with the blest. 

Well out on the soul, ever willing to see 

The mystery of being and ceasing to bo. 

And fancy will soar to realms away. 

Through avenues of stars to confines of day ; 

While we feel as if earth were a speck in the sky, 

As if floating 'twixt time and eternity ; 

While angels lean listening on confines of light. 

Attuning their hearts to the spirit's dehght. 

To sing the soul's beauties up up to the choir. 

All robed in white splendour, who chant them still 

higher, 
And echo them soft to the glorious zone, 
Encircling God's inmost hoKest thiou*^ I 
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In a tapestried hall where the moonbeams shone, 
Stood a female form, all thoaght and alone. 
The pride of her youth had long waned away, 
Like the starlight of dawn at the oncoming day ; 
The sun of her life had long since set, 
And her heart, though oft sighing, was joyful yet ; 
For hers was that joy which Christians feel, 
When thoughts of eternity softly steal 
In whispers of hope, alluring them on 
By faith in the Blood of the Crucified one ! 
Hers was that sweetness of self-control, 
Eeflecting the peace of a heaven- wrapt soul. 
As mirrors the lake when the storm hath passed. 
The tranquil of sky at eve gathering fast. 
She pondered awhile — then said with a tear 
As her son now entered : — 

" Come, Edwin, here. 
Thy boyhood has fled — school troubles are done, 
And life's transient race is left you to run. 

m 

The world now expands to your eager sight, 
Imagining all a dream, oi deWgtA.. 
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You think its bright surface all spotless and fair, 
And dwell it with beings and beauties of air ; 
And while pleasure invites with her sparkling eye, 
You long the bright path of its glories to try. 
But oh ! the gay world is a vainfal scene. 
And sorrow soon scorches its flowery green, 
And your visions of joy in time will bring 
Blasted hope, withering anguish, remorse's sting ; 
And trouble and sickness, and the long train 
Of trials that follow with glory and gain. 
Oh ! the world is a shadow that cheats as it flies. 
And tears are the fruit of its vanities. 
'Tis a night of probation man's nature to try, 
While passing from time to eternity." 

** But, mother, is earth such a dismal place? 
Has happiness fled since the fall of our race ? 
Ho ! for those glories I long for to see : 
The pomp of the world's gorgeous pageantry — 
The dance and the ball, and the bright display 
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Of fashion decked out in dazzling array ; 

The thrilling enchantment of music's soft strain, 

Which, when o'er, bids us sigh for its sweetness again. 

The soul-trancing witchery of innocent love. 

When beauty and youth 'mid the woodlands rove. 

And then in ambition's halls to stand. 

Where menials shall cower to my command." 

" Ah I hast thou seen the mirage, my child. 
Floating o'er desert or valley wild. 
Cheating the fevered traveller on, 
With hopes of a rest where rest there is none. 
'Tis thus with th' illusive picture of earth. 
Its joy is all shadow, its harvest all dearth ,- 
'Tis thus baffled pleasure grows palsied and pale. 
Like the doomed one of old in classical tale ; 
Save when in warfare 'gainst Satan and sin 
We battle the prize of our ransom to win ; 
Save when in conscience of Christian love 
We tread in the dust, but converse above. 
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Mark well this truth, child, the most that a man 
Can mete out on earth, howe'er he may plan. 
Is to culture his soul to the service of God, 
And make every action subserve to EQs nod. 
To labour in care for his daily food. 
To work out his own and his brothers' good ; 
To wed, and to nurture his offspring to love. 
As their best, truest Friend, their Saviour above ; 
To start them in life, and then with a sigh 
Reflect on the past, and in peacefulness die. 
He may strive for a great and glorious name 
(And 'tis pleasing to bask in the sunshine of fame). 
He may win all the riches that earth can afford — 
And of pleasures unrivalled behold him the lord ; 
But, oh, what is fame, or ambition's gold. 
Without meekness of heart or religion's hold ! 
Without all those sweet virtues which, softening down, 
Wreathe a halo of glory round age's hoar crown. 
Oh ! Edwin, beware of ambition's guiles. 
It may lure thee on with its tempting smiles ; 
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But, alas ! it oft plays an inglorious part, 

While self is too often the idol at heart. 

Yet if thou wouldst revel midst honours of state. 

Go learn to be good before you be great. 
Yes, let religion fire thy soul. 
If panting for ambition's goal ; 
And with life's course once well begun 
In honour's dazzling path go on. 
Go on for glory's bright renown. 
Go on for wisdom's priceless crown, 
Go on, and be you strenuous aim 
To laud and magnify God's Name ; 
Go on, and wisely, gladly strive 
To prove how godlike man can live ! 

For what is fame, wealth, beauty's bright eye. 

In that solemn hour when death draws nigh ? 

Oh ! what is life when life cheers no more ? 

Oh ! what are friends when verging on that shore. 

Where our fast closing eyes in dimness see 

The ever, still for ever, of eternity 
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Loom out before us and are borne away 
To await the verdict of the judgment day ? 
Go, Edwin, use life with conscience clear ; 
With '* Thou God seest me " on thine ear. 
And when you've mingled in the wild turmoil. 
Where passions in mad confusion boil. 
When vice essays t'implant its germ. 
To crush its slave like the trampled worm, 
Oh ! may the thought of our crucified Lord 
Soft breathing in whispers sweet solace afford. 
And strengthen thy heart to resist each surprise 
Of the evil one striving to clutch thee his prize ; 
And then may the thought of thy mother come. 
With all the endearments of childhood's home. 
With the pleasures and sunshine and joyous flowers 
Affection lavished on boyhood's hours ; 
And wherever your changeful lot is cast. 
So number each day as if 'twere the last. 
Thus ever through life as you onward wend 
Keep ever an eye upon the great end ; 
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Yes 1 the great end of our sojourning here, 

The doom of sin, the paean of fear. 

And moulding your thought to all that is pure. 

Learn to forgive, to meekly endure ; 

So if God-like you live — ah ! then shalt thou see 

The portals of immortality. 

Opened in joy by the seraphs of love. 

As your spirit is borne to the holiest above ! " 

In trembling emotion, while wiping a tear, 
Edwin's heart sank within as the hour drew near 
When he was to part — leave mother, and all. 
For the conflict of life, to triumph or fall ; 
'Twas not till that moment had Edwin e'er proved 
How dear was his mother — how fondly she loved ; 
'Twas not till that moment his young heart had 
known 

V 

How strong the dear tie of affection had grown. 
For the deep hold of love can never be felt 
Till misery's saddening blow is dealt, 



I 
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Till loving ones part, till hearts droop away, 

'Mid tearful embrace, with scarce hope for their 

stay ; 
Till the calm stamp of death is impressed on the 

brow, 
So beauteous in life, but more beautiful now I 

In silence they parted, in silence and tears. 
For ever, thought Edwin — his mother for years, — 
For though her life sands had run nigh to a grain. 
She clung to the hope of a welcome again, 
When the first shoals of life with its dangers were 

past. 
And her Edwin returned for a solace at last. 



\\ 
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THE HEAVEN- WON SOUL. 

I.— THE SYMPHONY. 

How beautiful the holy communings 
The heart in silence closely weaves with God, 
When inwardly alone 'mid thronging crowds, 
Or closet walls, or pillowed midnight thoughts, 
Or by the mossy rill or greenwood glade, 
Or sacred sombre hue of forest glen. 
Or tempest-roaring cavern by the sea. 
Or odorous sleep of spice-green Eastern isles. 
Yet beautiful, supremely beautiful. 
Are the last saintly whispers of a soul, 
When hovering on the brink of future day ; 
Earth's joys but seem delusions on the wane — 
Bright jets of folly ^asbiag «b^ ^^«^ ^e ^ 
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While death is welcomed as a kindly friend, 
Bearing the passport to a glorious rest ! 
Tearful, yet joyous, are those parting words — 
Precious, yet sad, those wisdom echoings. 
When an expiring Christian thankful feels, 
A& if the crucial seal of life were stamped 
Broad on his hrow, and the right hand of God 
Fnm. grasped the heart to never let it go ! 



Ye wayward wanderers on the paths of time ; 
Ye pOgrim stragglers on the narrow road. 
Who fain would turn aside heartsore and faint ; 
And ye who — ^hearing on your frosty brows 
The glory-crowned emblems of a life 
Of fiercest conflicts oyer sin and woe — 
Are drawing near the confines of that Tale 
Which darkly parts life now from life to come ; 
And gazing onward in the solid hope 
Of reaching soon the hayen of your dreams. 
Shining far off beyond the thickening gloom. 
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Perchance ye here may find, in these stem scenes 

Of life's heart-stirring close, a fitful gleam 

Eeflected from afar upon your soul, 

To comfort, cheer, and lure you gladly on 

To that bright goal which visions every prayer. 

Ah I heaven seems not so dim, nor far away. 

Nor weary J, long, and tortuous is its path. 

When, standing by the bedside of one's kin, 

Man listens to the blessed utterances 

Of a large heart, whose every panting throb 

O'erflows with gratitude unto its God I 

And chants a song of joy that sin no more 

Shall vex the ocean of eternal calm I 

Glad that the shadowy waste of life is past. 

And the great end of all its soaring dreams. 

And striven ambition, is so near at hand. 

Oh ! if the hearse, slow stealing to the tomb. 

Or sable mourners pacing down the streets ; 

Or e'en the pallid form itself, white robed, 

And laid within its narrow coffin bed, 
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Brings haughty man, unwilling, face to face 
With mortal nature's certain destiny. 
See with what power the dying ecstacies 
Of vivid clinging faith embody forth 
God's great unutterable gloriousness, 
While Heavenland's near accessibility 
Comes close to reach and home unto the soul 1 



Draw near, then, ye who in more sombre moods 
Pour out your brimming souls on bended knee, 
In fearless, firm belief ; draw near, then, now. 
And echo thought for thought ; nearer e'en still. 
Commingle heart with heart ; let all the depths 
Of nature's inmost sensibilities 
Well out in earnest thrilling unison. 
And ye, too, come, who, lured by wordly show. 
Are pleasure's willing captives led, and seem 
Charmed with its glare, yet cherish better thoughts. 
And oft, in moments of secluded peace. 
Unconscious slip a sigh for better deeds. 
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Come, sweep awaj the foam of dashing earth ; 
Banish the throng at fashion's noisy shrine ; 
OflF with the world and all its polished cheats, 
For glib-tongued folly has no bidding here. 
Uplift yourselves, your aspirations, all 
The essence of your thoughts, from out the slough 

Of carnal miriness, and list awhile 

To a sweet, solemn, heart-enthralling tale 

Of life's last hours, and silent contemplate. 

How calm the soul of one inwrought with faith, 

Divests itself of its flesh chrysalis ; 

And, radiant with the glow of heavenly suns. 

Soars to triumphant realms — evanishing 

Just like a star expiring on the gleam of mom ! 
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n.— THE HBAVEN-WINNING. 

" She was, indeed, the very best of wives, 
The best of mothers, best of mistresses.'* 
So spake a life-tried servant of the manse, 
As, 'mid convulsive sobs, was gently raised 
The white veil which concealed the marble brow. 
In truth her life-work had been faithful done ; 
And ripe in years, in heavenly wisdom ripe. 
Her spirit passed to happier worlds, and left 
A type on earth for man to emulate. 
And angel choruses to triumph o'er. 

A living faith in Christ's unbounded love 
Was the absorbing key-note of her thoughts. 
She longed to dwell upon His finished work. 
And oft rejoicingly exclaimed : — " For years 
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Have I been praying for a grateful heart ; 
My prayer is answered, for I have one now." 
Then sanctified affection would swell out 
Exulting paeans in her Maker's praise, 

• • • • . • • 

'^ In years long past methonght my time was done, 
That death drew close, and that a wondrous change 
Would soon come o'er me ; but I feared it not. 
I felt that I would soon meet face to face 
A God of mercy, not a God of wrath ; 
That the great catalogue of all my sins 
Was nailed unto the Cross, and blotted out ; 
And then the truth stole o'er me in full force : 
Poor is the hope which on a dying bed 
Begins to think upon eternity ; 
Then is no time to seek salvation's grace. 
And yet how sweet to be at peace with God ; 
To realize His hand in passing scenes. 
Ah ! those who feel this not lose life's best charm, 
It smooths the roughest, gilds the brightest path." 
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Such were the constant utterances of truth 
A grateful heart poured forth from day to day ; 
And as the cycle of her life closed in 
As omens shewed heaven's verge was nearing fast, 
So in still deeper, ever deepening tones. 
Pealed out the rapturous strains of Christ-fraught 

love. 
One mom her joyous longings thus broke forth : — 
'^ I long to lie awake and muse at night. 
Though racked by pain, for 'tis my happiest time, 
I hold such close communion with my God. 
And this — this secret converse is the test 
Of our acceptance, and 'tis this unfolds 
The inner depths of fulness which true faith 
Enjoys and feeds on, and those, only those. 
Who know can feel ;" and here one standing by 
Hoped that her span might yet be lengthened out 
To cheer her husband and her home awhile ; 
She quick responded, as if done with life, 
" Say nothing now to bring me back to earth." 
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Oft would the overflowing love of Christ 
Absorb her soul, while gloriously she poured 
Out of the abundance of a swelling heart 
Volumes of thanksgiving and glowing praise. 
Offc, too, at night in silence she enjoyed 
Christ's full absorbing presence in her thoughts. 
Presaging she would soon be joined with Him. 
So real once did these bright visions seem, 
She thought that Jesus stood at her bedside, 
That she outstretched and placed one hand on Him, 
And, with the other on her husband laid. 
Besought they might be blessed as three in one. 

The inner workings of her mind would flow 
Anon in burning rhapsodies like these,— 
'^ Sometimes I think this illness is my last. 
And when you ask me if I fear to die, 
I say I fear not, and why say I so ? 
Because I go to meet a Father dear, 
A loving Father, not an angry Judge. 
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And why do I speak thus ? It is forsooth 

God has said so, and what God says is true. 

Oh I what are men revolving in their minds, 

And harrowing their poor brains with this and that? 

They cannot see beyond a certain range, — 

They cannot fathom mysteries unrevealed, — 

They cannot break through bounds defined by God. 

Their pride of intellect may swell them out 

To fancy self the wisest upon earth ; 

But soon the grave will level pride with dust. 

The grave must be the common end of all ; 

The cradle opens and the coffin shuts ; 

Here earthly dreams with earth's best, dearest ties, 

The poor man's sorrows and the rich man's gold. 

The fire of youth, the glow on beauty's cheek. 

The noblest birth, the highest prize of fame. 

The dazzling radiance of earth's brightest crown. 

Must all collapse into one common tomb. 

One dieth in the fulness of his strength. 

Another in deep bitterness of soul. 
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Alas ! what is it pnzzles so, when all 
Is plain and simple ? Cannot man helieve 
What God has said, — ' God so loved the world 
He gave His only Son,' and, ' It is finished I ' 
Eighteen centnries have winged their way 
Since that was uttered, and e'en now it is 
The same, — so simple and so wonderful." 

How calm the holy patience of the soul 
When sure of its redemption, sure of heaven ! 
How sweet the joy with which it contemplates 
Eelease from its clay honds, to soar away 
And join the choral hosts of spirit-life 1 
So calm, so sweetly passive now she lay I 

In years bygone she spake of Satan's wiles, 
Of darksome seasons, when the tempter strove 
To blind dim faith with clouds of unbelief, 
And sting the heart with poisoned barbs of doubt ; 
But earnest prayer had proved a tower of strength 
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Deep prayer that faith might fail not in death's 

hour. 
And now the long-sought angel succour came — 
** Peace — perfect peace; Thou wilt keep him in 

peace, 
Whose mind is stayed on Thee," she, smiling, said. 
" I have no will but His to take or leave me now." 



" Last night I threw myself on God, and got 
Such insight to His boundless love as none 
Save on the borders of eternity. 
Can testify, it was unbounded joy." 

And then there came a rapturous burst of praise — 
An inspiration, as it were, from high. 
" Oh, the mercy of the Lord I would that I 
Gould shout it out — that strength were given me 

now 
To scream aloud His praise ; and then to think — 
* Whoso ofiFereth praise glorifieth Me.' 
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Conceive that I — a poor weak thing like me — 
Am fit to glorify and sound God's praise : 
Oh, glory be unto His holy name." 

Deep, joyous outbursts of a soul redeemed. 
Catching faint glimpses of celestial scenes 
Within "whose precincts it would soon be led. 

With rapid strides was death approaching now ; 
It seemed as if each hour would be the last. 
Life's breath was fleeting fast in bird-like gasps. 
** I'm just alivej" she whispered, ** and no more ;" 
Yet was she glad, rejoicing in the Lord. 

At times she spoke kind words to those around, 
And thought that, if it willed the Lord to raise 

. Her back to life, perchance it might be tried 
By greater suffering than had yet been borne. 
Then, turning unto one, she, smiling, said — 

'' Time is but short uivtiV "we meeV m C!.\iY\Et •," 
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And to another — ** In eternity 

-* 

We'll meet." And then, when the last rites were 

o'er, 
The sacrament was for the last time blest ; 
She answered unto all the Good man said — 
** Yes, yes ; I*m happy — oh, so happy, now. 
Jesus is all ! Oh, what a Saviour ! 
Oh, I have nothing now to do but die ! " 

Her spirit calmly waited on her God — 
Patiently waited for the summons home ; 
Her mind was buoyant with salvation sure, 
Firm built upon the rock that never failed. 
And hence she gave a wayward parting thought 
To the small worldly cares of all her kin. 
Present or absent ; spoke of this and that. 
Of trifling import, which was yet undone. 
Thus, Christ-like, was her mind with Christ imbued, 
Who in that hour, when death's dark night closed 
in, 
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Thought of His own He soon would leave behind ; 

And, 'mid His dying agonies, exclaimed 

To one most loved — " Woman, behold thy Son I " 

No pain appeared to ruffle her repose, 

Her calm repose in Christ's redeeming love. 

Her voice was cheerful, and a placid smile 

Fringed every pang with gleams of holy joy. 

" Perfect, perfect peace" — ** mercies and blessings," 

She would oft repeat. " I am not dying ; 

This is not death — it seems but like 

Departing on a visit for a day. 

It would be nought were I to leave you now 

For few short hours, This surely is not death, 

My joy so full with all my loved ones here. 

I cannot weep, though all around are tears ; 

For mine is joy, unutterable joy, 

For we shall soon meet in eternity. 

My gratitude to God can know no bounds. 

For He has dealt most graciously with me ; 
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And now^ if 1 die easy, my poor life 
Will haye but one continuous mercy been." 

Such were the thrilling anthems of her heart, 
Bathed in the fervent glow of piety ; 
Such the deep worship ever welling forth. 
As if it could not cease to praise enough. 

At morn — her last — the morn that was to see 
Eternal sunshine burst upon the soul. 
She said to a fair daughter who stood by, 
** Jesus was with me all night through, and He 
Is looking for me — ^looking for His own. 
And I have seen white angels round my bed, 
So close that I could almost touch their wings. 
My sight is dim ; but wh^n I gaze on them, 
And iix that gaze, they yanish quick away. 
I am romancing. Yet I thought I saw 
Your father there ; but he was not the head ; 
For there was One, oh, higher far than he — 
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*Twas Deity — but I cannot describe — " 

Her Toice now faltered into whisperings 

Inaudible, as if 'twere to forbid 

E*en a faint glimpse of Heaven-gate to be told. 

Eternity and time had been revealed 

In their true value. Time to her was now 

No more. ** How short is life," she said ; and mine 

Is nothing to look back upon, although 

Full three- score years have sped — and what avails 

The few years more which soon will glide away, 

Till we shall re-unite in endless joy. 

How glorious then for ever to be safe ! 

Rejoined as one great family above I 

Eternity should be our constant theme. 

The great psalm of our lives — this world is bu 

A bauble to be seen, then tossed aside — 

A snare to tempt, then ruin and destroy. 

Strive not to hold Hwixt this world and the next. 

* 

We cannot serve both God and mammon too. 

We cannot place one foot on either side 
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Astride the yawning gulf 'twixt sin and Heaven ; 

But we must have a single heart and eye, 

The single eye of holiness and faith. 

And we must feed on Christ from day to day, 

Drink fresh and daily from the fount of grace. 

Oh ! what would heaven be if 'twere stripped of Christ, 

Stripped bare of all our hopes — oh I who would mind 

The keenest pangs of agony if but 

To testify His glory ? Soon 'twill all 

Be o'er — then death, and pain, and tears shall cease, 

And sin, with hideous form, shall vex no more. 

My course is run ; now talk to me of Christ." 

A voice then kindly said : — ** Come unto me 

All ye who faint and heavy laden are, 

And I will give you rest." She quick replied :— 

** I've done that long ago ;" then joined in prayer 

With those whose prayers were sanctified by tears ; 

Then turning unto one aside she said, 

** On Christ, on Christ, as thou hast ever preached, 

Believe on Jesus and thou shalt be saved. 

I 2 
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Oh ! I am happy, happy in the Lord, 
For I have nothing now to do but die ! " 

The gloom of death its closing shadows threw ; 
The kindred group now slowly gathered round, 
Tearful and still, yet wrapt in prayerful thought 
They gazed, where weak the gasping loved one lay, 
And eager strove to catch some parting words 
Of peace and blessing ; but the last sad prayer. 
The last communion with all earthly ties. 
Had well nigh sapped the Httle failing strength. 
And back her head fell on her husband's arm. 
So ever ready with support, and he 
Then beckoned the Good man to leave them now. 
And took that place beside his dying heart, 
Which soon would cease its long responsive thrill, 
And leave him, like a time-bared oak, alone ! 

Her suffering now grew deeper, and she gasped 
A plaint to God for succour ; then she said ; — 
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^ *' Send the children out" — and her husband waved 
His hand, and gently motioned them away. 



The angel-messengers were hovering o'er 
To bear her spirit home ; her failing strength 
Was sinking fast — ^her breathing feebler grew, 
Fainter and fainter still — her head fell back 
As 'twere into a sleep — then, raising it. 
She said, with a sweet beauteous smile of joy, 
** I thought I was oflf then, but I have yet 
A few more minutes I " 

A few moments more. 
And slowly, softly, back again her head 
Sank on her husband's arm — 'twas heavier now — 
He laid it kindly down, and all was hushed. 

She had oft breathed a fervent prayer that Christ 
His tender loving-kindness would bestow 
To ease and soothe her suffering at the end ; 
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And God in mercy answered her fond plea ; 
For, as life waned, her spirit glid away 
So beauteously and calmly to its rest ; 
A gleam of holy loveliness was left 
Resplendent on her placid brow, as if it were 
Reflecting from the radiant courts of light 
The glories of that heaven triumphant now I 
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Veil o'er thB hallowed requiem of that home, 
Dimmed with the gloomy eloquence of woe, 
Veil o'er the sacred grief of hearts bereft, 
Wherein the uallous world can enter not, 
And pass in silence on. 

Another soul 
Was resting peaceful on its Saviour's heart. 
Another jewel had been won from earth, 
And gathered to adorn BKs crimson'd crown. 
The world and worldly records called it death ! 
'Twas thus they framed the solitary Hue, 
Compressing a life's poem in few words : 
** On Jan. eighteeYith, the wife beloved of 



i» 



Was all they said, and all the bustling world 
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Saw or e'en knew. Thousand on thousand eyes 

Glanced idly at, and passed it careless by. 

It was a strange and unknown name to them ; 

They passed on to the next, and next, to see 

If there were aught familiar on that list ; 

For 'twas but one of a long painful roll. 

Yes, dead she was, in world lore. 'Twas alone 

The nearest kith and kin who knew that hers 

Was life in death — ^that line a record plain 

Of one more soul passed to eternal joy. 

One other spirit added to the throng 

Of the great, glorious company of heaven ; 

Of angels and archangels, and the choir 

Of seraph hosts crowding the Throne op God ! 

Ere down the coffin-lid was closed, and all 
That now remained — a soul's once outer shell — 
Was to be hid awhile in chamel gloom, 
'Twas sweet to gaze — a last gaze — on that face. 
While in its features memory recalled — 
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To those whom time had vivified earth's ties — 
The beauteous outlines of youth's vernal bloom. 
The bright, glad glow of May's unclouded blue I 
But there they lay more beautiful e'en now, 
So placid, cold, and still — reflecting soft 
The hallowed calmness of a Heaven- won soul I 



With heart crushed down with woe and brimming 
eye, 
With all that deep-gloom thrill of sorrow's hour. 
The mourners looked their last ; and, one by one. 
Bent down and kissed the icy marble brow, 
'Twas like the kissing of a fresh-turned sod I 
That kiss condensed a volume in a breath ; 
It was a sermon speaking to the heart. 
Stronger than strongest eloquence of man. 
Too redolent of earth, it closer drew 
The close affinity 'twixt flesh and clay. 
And told how life with all its pride and boast, 
Is but a shadow of ephemeral birth ; 
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And how man's body, ever on the change, 
Is but the time -shroud of a deathless soul. 

Close down the lid — soft, silent, close it down ; 
That frost-cold earthen shroud is worthless now. 
Close down the lid — for dust claims kindred dust, 
And a grey slab must cover over all. 
Close down the lid — ^for faith's work is at end. 
The sermon of life's ghostly hour is o'er. 
And naught remains save treasured memories. 
The brilliant pattern of a. God-like life, 
The glorious triumph of a God-like death. 
The strong, unchanging, earnest clingiog faith 
In Christ's redeeming, heaven-alluring love ; 
Tlie hallowed influence deeply sown within 
The mourners' hearts. Oh I that this seed may be 
Re-sanctified and sown from age to age ! 
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